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      Having celebrity parents isn’t as hot as it sounds.


Yes, there’s money to burn, fame and some totally smoking guys … but when your dad’s more interested in blazing a trail to the top of the charts than why you got kicked out of school, again, it can make you seriously angry.


And if there’s one thing Ember knows, it’s that the smallest spark of anger can ignite a whole heap of trouble.
      
      
   
      
      

      
      Cathy Brett has been scribbling stuff for more than twenty years; as a fashion illustrator, as a jet-setting spotter of global
         trends and as a consultant to the behemoths of the British high street. 
      

      
      She now lectures in design and unashamedly plunders her students’ lives for sensational storylines and characters.
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      For Daisy and Mia

   
      
      

      
      To my sister, Nicola, to my mum and dad, to Grace and Rachel and to the students at UCA Epsom (whom I’ve drawn, with and without
         their knowledge),
      

      Ta very much.
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      Fizzzzz... crack... whoosh...
      

      
      It was a tiny tongue at first, then it spread like a rippling, orange blanket over the floorboards and poured itself up the
         walls. My heart was pounding and there was a kinda buzzing in my head. I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t move. Then I gasped.
      

      
      ‘Cool!’

      
      ‘Hey! What are you doing? You stupid... ’

      
      Finn grabbed my arm and I lost the rest of what he said in a blast of pain as my forehead slammed against the door frame and
         he yanked me outside into the darkness. He opened the car door and shoved me inside. I was still watching the flames. They’d
         already reached the second cabin of the motel and had started to tickle the roof. Then the building sneezed, an exploding,
         pyrotechnic sneeze. Fountains of window glass showering down on to the ground.
      

      
      ‘Let’s get out of here!’

      
      We’d not driven far when the accident happened. I saw the rabbit sitting in the middle of the road and jerked the wheel.

      
      The car swerved

      
      and we flew

      
      into a ditch.

      [image: image]

      
      Within seconds, the police cars were everywhere, lights flashing. They put us both in handcuffs. Can you believe it? Finn
         wouldn’t even look at me in the back of the cop car. I could see he was really angry but scared, too. He said, ‘I told you
         this would happen. Didn’t I tell you? You wouldn’t listen, you crazy kid.’
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      That felt like a punch in the stomach. It hurt more than the gash on my head or the bruise on my shoulder that I got in the
         crash. I hated him! Not just because he called me a kid, but for loads of other reasons. I’d been so dumb. What an idiot!
         Stupid, stupid!
      

      
      My shoulder really hurt, but not as much as the place in my chest where my heart used to be. It had been ripped out and was
         lying there on the desk in the police station, oozy and bloody. A lady cop, who looked really bored and fed up, had taken
         the handcuffs off, but you could tell from her face that she was thinking that it was a mistake because she was scowling as
         if I was some serial killer, a terrorist or a psychopath or something. To be honest, I wouldn’t have had the energy to be
         a psychopath, I was so tired. Every time I moved it was like swimming through hot fudge sauce. If I’d tried to grab her gun
         – you know, like desperate, wild-eyed prisoners do sometimes in the movies – she’d have slammed me to the floor in an armlock
         before I could have taken a breath.
      

      
      We were waiting for the other cop, the one with a big belly, who was calling my dad in Los Angeles. The door opened and big-belly
         cop walked in carrying a yellow notepad which he put down on the table... next to my oozing heart.
      

      
      ‘Well, young lady, it appears you were telling the truth,’ he said and looked at the lady cop. ‘Hey, Betty. We’ve got us a
         gen-u-ine celebrity!’
      

      
      ‘You don’t say,’ Betty replied, sneering.

      
      Wait. You’re thinking, hold it, pause, scroll back! I should start at the beginning. The beginning of the story. Fill you in on
         a few things. So, this is the bit where the screen goes wobbly to tell you there’s a flashback coming...
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